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Also a special thanks to ScrewTheDaisies for betaing and reminding me that | suck at placing commas. Now on 


to the fic! 


"This is the place?" she said, moving through the door and stopping in the center of the hotel room. 


Yeah this is it, he thought as he sucked on the end of his Marlboro and blew the smoke in her general 


direction. 
She looked around, then turned back to face him and faked a smile. "It's nice." 


He shrugged and moved to the ashtray. It wasn't nice, not at all. It had a little table in the corner, a chair that 
looked like it has been chewed on and a bed that has surely seen better days. Everything about the room 
screamed cheap and seedy, but when you have hotel rooms booked all across town, you can't exactly be picky. 
Besides, the cheaper they were, the less chance there was that he would be recognized. And for him, with his 
life, that was basically what he looked for when hotels were involved. Stubbing out his cigarette, he moved 


towards her. For the life of him, he couldn't remember her name. To him, they all looked the same. Groupies. 
All had the same fake smile, all had the same goal and they all looked at him with the same hungry, empty 
eyes. It freaked him out at first. Why someone would want to sleep with him just because he was famous, was 
beyond him. He was the same person he had been before the label had signed them. Before, when women were 
less than thrilled when a scruffy, staggering, long haired kid told them he was in a band and wanted to get laid. 
Nope, they were not thrilled at all. Now, the chicks don't know the first thing about him and most don't want 
to know either, but they still want to screw him. He supposed that was a good thing. If they knew him, none of 
them would want to touch him with a ten foot pole. Now he thanked their self imposed ignorance and 
willingness and his bank account thanked them too. After all it would be terribly wasteful to have a dozen 
rooms draining your wallet if you didn't have the girls to fill them with. Armed with that thought and a sly 
smile he turned his attention to his current, though by far not the only, toy. She was sitting on the bed and 
talking about something that he couldn't give a flying fuck about, but he pretended to listen to anyway. Chicks 
like that, you know. They like to feel that they are special, even when they know it's all a show. But this one 
was young still and she could very well have believed him when he told her that she was the sexiest girl he 
ever met. She was a pretty little thing, not tall and not skinny like a model, but with a lovely hourglass figure 
and fake reddish hair. Just the way he liked them. Except she talked way too much. That was easily fixed when 
he leaned over and kissed her. The kissing was more an obligation then an actual need for him. Again, that's 
what the chicks liked and that was what they got if he was at all interested in letting them entertain him all 
night. Preferably with little or no more effort from him. 


It worked like a charm and soon random parts of clothing were being removed. But just as he was starting to 
enjoy her touch and the way her hair slid through his fingers so perfectly, almost like silk, she pulled back. He 
gave a silent sigh of frustration Why do they always insist on making him sweet talk them into fucking when it 
was obvious they were here for exactly that and so was he? But she tensed against him and he knew it had 


to be done. 
"What, we shy, baby?" he purred in that low voice they always seemed to like. 
She shifted closer. "No, its just." She didn't get to finish the sentence, he was way ahead of her. 


He draped an arm around her and sighed. "I know what you're thinking. That | have a different chick here every 
night and you don't mean shit. But baby, think about it” he kissed her neck. "I could have all the women | want, 
probably at the same time, but | choose to be with you." 


As soon as he said it, he regretted it. She frowned and opened her mouth. In an attempt to fix the situation, 
he went on "Trust me, you are the only one.” 


That was true. Ish. She was the only one he brought to this hotel and upon seeing what it had to offer, he 
doubted he would return. But, more importantly, she relaxed back into his arms and he knew he was in. As a 
reward, he kissed her a bit longer and was all too pleased when she pushed him back on the bed. She was 
starting to get excited, kissing and groping as every inch of skin he offered. And he offered the full package. He 
let her tug off his leather chaps and the pants followed. She slid out of her skirt and went straight for his 
crotch. He sighed with pleasure and relaxed into the bed. This was it. Other then the drugs and the music, this 


was what he lived for. Moments when time seemed to stop and nothing mattered except that feeling of 
fulfillment and pleasure. He closed his eyes and he could see red hair gliding across his chest, almost feel them 
against his skin. His eyes snapped open and he was reminded of his surroundings by a soft moan from the girl. 


As an afterthought, he realized that there was something missing. 
"Stop, stop." he said and a second later her head came into view. She got up and looked puzzled. 


"We forgot something.” he explained and rolled over to his jacket, which lay discarded on the coffee table 
besides the bed. He dug around in his pocket and rolled back with a pair of shiny, brand new handcuffs in his 
hand. Her look, if possible, turned even more gleeful and she snatched the handcuffs from him. He couldn't 
blame her, after all, who wouldn't like to chain their favorite rock star to the bed? 


"Well, well Slash, | had no idea," she laughed and eyed the new toy with criminal intent. 


Slash grinned from ear to ear. "You learn something new every day, honey. Now you get real comfortable and 


creative with those and I'll be right back." 


He got up and walked to the bathroom. He grabbed his cigarettes on the way and shut the door. Lighting one, 
Slash leaned against the tiles. It has been far too long since he had a smoke, and chicks bitch if he smokes 
during sex. He really should remember her name. Not that he cared if she was offended that he forgot it, as 
long as she was offended after he got what he wanted from her. 


In two minutes the nicotine stick was down to the filter, and reluctantly he stubbed it out. He casually walked 
back into the ‘bedroom’ and put on his best smile. She was standing by the bed, looking a bit distant. Slash 
noticed that his jacket pocket, the one he kept closed, was open. In fact the whole jacket looked rustled and he 
guessed that she was looking for a condom. She had found one and the said object was now in her hand but 
what bothered him was the way the girl kept staring vacantly at the red thong that was hanging out of one 
pocket. The one that he took great care to keep closed. Crap. 


Slash let out a deep sigh, moved to the jacket and put the thong back to its rightful place. Turning around, he 
put on a ‘what can you do! look and decided he really didn't care if she left right then. It wasn't like it was a 


secret that he had a wife. Or other women. 
"So, are we doing this?" 
The girl looked like she was miles away for another second but then she smiled. "Of course." 


Slash happily laid back on the bed, letting the girl pull off his shirt agonizingly slow. Feeling impatient, he tossed 
the shirt across the room, stretched out on the bed and offered his hands. She took them and, leaning closer, 
he could once again feel her silky hair against his chest. As the first hand was handcuffed, he could no longer 
suppress a grin which only grew as the other hand was expertly, if not a bit too roughly, cuffed as well. 

Things could only get better after this. There was nothing quite like the feeling of rough restraints in contrast 
to the soft touch of lips, fingers and other body parts. Slash tugged on the cuffs just to check if the bedpost 


will hold and to remind the chick that he's still waiting. Turning back to him, she kissed him passionately. He 
replied just as eagerly, almost growling as she slid out of reach. He arched up to reach her but she was 


already halfway across the room, picking up her clothes. 

"What? What are you doing?" Slash stammered as she went to the door. 

She gave him one last look. "What a shame you are such an asshole." And she was out the door. 

There was a moment of silence. 

"Fuck." He tugged on his handcuffs. 

"Fuck." He tried to dislodge the bedpost. 

"Fuck." In desperation he collapsed on the bed 

Slash, the bad ass rocker, handcuffed to the bed. Naked. The press would have a field day. He reached for his 
jacket with his foot and clumsily threw it in the direction of his head. It landed on his face and in took him a 
good minute until he could breathe normal again. It took him a great deal more to search through his pockets 
with nothing but his teeth and a nose, to discover that the bitch took the keys to the cuffs. 

"Fuck!" He was running out of options. 

Scowling, he looked at the phone on the coffee table. There it lurked, taunting him. He thought about calling the 
guys, but he couldn't deal with the humiliation, not to mention the screaming fury that was Axl Rose. He had 
no choice but to call somebody from the hotel. It was the quickest, least painful option. Balancing on one foot, 
he reached over and tried to hook the other foot under the receiver. As that didn't work, he tried to grab the 
whole damn thing like a monkey. Apparently humans lacked the finesse it took to do that. Or maybe he just 
wasn't limber enough. In the end he managed to reel the phone in by the cable that attached it to the wall 
Now came the task of dialing the number. It took a few tries but eventually his nose proved to be quite useful. 
Slash knew its size would come in handy someday. 


"Front desk. How may | help you?" came a female voice. Great, more women. 


"Yeah, this room 128, can you send someone up here right fucking now?" There was more paric in his voice 


that he liked to admit. 
"Yes, right away mister..Slash, sir." came the voice again. 
Fucking fantastic, they knew who he was. 


"Hurry up!" Slash grunted and dropped back on the pillow. 


His neck was starting to hurt and the cuffs chafed like a bitch. His nose started to itch and he wiggled it 
furiously. Goddamn groupies. Chaining him to the bed. Goddamn whores. Stealing his money. Damn his pretty 
looks. Damn them to hell. Bitterly Slash shifted and he could have sworn he lost the feeling of his right hand. 
Before he even started to think about a believable story to tell whoever came to rescue him, there was a 


knock on the door. 
"Hello? Is everything ok?" asked someone from outside the door. 
Another female, probably a maid. 


"Let yourself inl" Slash yelled frantically. At this point he didn't care what she thought of him. Maybe he could 
say he was robbed. Or sleepwalking or some shit. Tugging on his handcuffs he scoffed. 


This would never have happened if he'd stayed home with Axl. 


